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The Great Rowing Match 


Now this is a tale that no one knows, 

A truthful tale of the Be-Ba-Boes 

(Which don’t confuse with the Bar-Ba-Does, 
For that’s another matter). 

They live in a land which is all their own, 

Not far from the edge of the Torrid Zone; 

These facts are true— likewise unknown 
(Especially the latter). 
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In words applied to the Japanese, 
They ’re “a wonderful little people,” these ; 
Their manners never fail to please 

When one knows all about ’em. 
Your observation will disclose 
That they have no feet and they have no toes, 
But chaz does n’t matter, goodness knows! 


They do quite well without ’em. 
vA q 


Among the charms that have won their fame, 
Politeness has a superior claim; 
A graceful bow is the laudable aim 

Of every well-bred native. 
And so they bow in the manner grand, 
The manner coy, and the manner bland; 
They bow in the manner haughty, and 


The manner dep-re-ca-tive. 


Siicir dress, perhaps alittle fancy, 


dds somewhat totheir p quancy. 


“The Art of Bowing is admired ; 
Indocial Greles much desired, 
Bera hence’ tis onetobe acquired. 
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Well, it chanced one day, no matter how, 

That a Chinese Mandarin named C/ow, 

Renowned for his Chesterfieldian bow, 
Arrived with ostentation, 

And challenged any citizen there, 

To a Bowing Match in the Public Square, 

And advertised the whole affair 


By formal proclamation. 


So the Be-Ba-Boes, from near and far, 
All rushed to observe this foreign star ; 
They came by tram and motor-car, 
And other means of traction. 
A space for the contest then was cleared, 
The champion Be-Ba-Bo appeared 
And, according to rule, was loudly cheered, 
To his perfect satisfaction. 
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The signal struck! and they both turned to; 

They bowed till the face of each was blue 

(A kind of a dusky, indigo hue — 
Distinctly unbecoming). 

The Mandarin bowed with a studied grace, 

Right up and down at a terrible pace ; 

But his rival bowed all over the place, 


Till the judges’ heads were humming. 
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And faster yet the contest raged — 

There never was such a battle waged! 

Till both regretted they had engaged 
In such an occupation. 

Distress was shown by the Be-Ba-Bo, 

His heart would have been in his boots, I know, 

If he’d had any boots where his heart cow/d go — 
A painful situation! 


When all at once, with a sudden snap, 

The Mandarin’s head fell into his lap! 

And, through this rather grave mishap, 

The other emerged a winner. 
He bowed once more with an extra charm, 
While the Mandarin fled in a state of alarm, 
With his head tucked hastily under his arm ; — 
And the rest went home to dinner. 
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Youll! never succeed if you 


lose your head 
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The Aviator 


Now the Be-Ba-Boes, 

As, of course, one knows, 
Are possessed of incredible spirit ; 

They ’ve no idea 

Of the word called fear, 


And refuse to repeat or hear it. 


So the press reports 
Of aerial sports 
Were the cause of a great sensation; 
And the Be-Ba-Boes 
To a man-atose 
On the wings of Imagination. 
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Well, it happened so 
That a Be-Ba-Bo, 
Who was skilled as a mechanician, 
One day was seen 
With a flying-machine, 
Which he placed on exhibition. 


To his friends said he: 
“You will all agree 
That the principal thing in flying 
Is to stay in the air, — 
And that’s just where 
These other men find it trying. 


“For, although they fly, 
And distinctly high, 
I will call to your best attention 
That if anything breaks, 
Then the airship takes 


A course that we call declension. 
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«And so I’ve found 
That to get around 
That descending predilection, 
I have had to invent 
A machine whose bent 
Is quite in the other direction!” 


And with these remarks, 
He advanced his sparks, 
(Which, I think, is the technical phrasing), 
And was off like a bird 
At the given word, 
In a style that was most amazing. 
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Now there is n’t a doubt 
That ‘his plan worked out 

In a way that perhaps surprised him, 
For he never came down— 
And his native town 

Derided and criticized him. 


And the story goes, 
That the Be-Ba-Boes, 
Though addicted to aviation, 
Make every trip 
In the kind of ship 
That is subject to gravitation. 
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This famous story gains fresh zest and reality in 
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in color by E. Boyd Smith, including the Tourna- 
ment, the Prison Scene, and other situations de- 
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Illustrated by E. Boyd Smith. In decorative box. 
Octavo, $2.50 net. Postage 23 cents. 
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story, in which the small hero- 
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new and diverting escapades. 
In illustrations, cover, and 
color work, the volume will 
resemble closely the first two 
books. 


Lilustrated. Square 18mo, 50 cents net. 
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By CLARA LOUISE BURNHAM 


This is the quaintly 
told story of a lonely 
little boy and a stray 
dog which proves to be 
of rare breed and train- 
ing. Convinced that he 
should not keep the 
dog, the boy sets out to 
find its owner, and at 
last, after many vicissi- 
tudes and interesting 
adventures, succeeds in 
restoring it to the Prin- 
cess. ‘The illustrations, 


all in color, are sym- 


, $1.00 net. Postage ro cents, 


The Irish Twins 
By LUCY FITCH PERKINS 


The story of two 
little Irish children, 
Larry and Eileen, 
told with the charm 
and faithfulness 
which has made the 
earlier books of this 
series, “The Dutch 
Twins” and ‘The 
Japanese Twins,” so 
highly esteemed and 
so popular. 


lllustrated by the author. Square 12mo0, $1.00 net. 
Postage 16 cents. 
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The plays in this collection have been 
adapted from favorite fairy tales and folk- 
lore. Among the titles are The Crowandthe 
Fox, The Ugly Duckling, The Red Shoes, 
The Song in the Heart (suggested by 
Gritam’s Three Spinners), and The Emper- 
or’s Jest. They are not long and may be 
given with as little or as much stage set- 
ting and costuming as desired. A highly 
colored cover adds a holiday attraction to 
the book. 

Illustrated by E. Boyd Smith. Square crown 

Svo, $1.25 net. Postage extra. 
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By E. BOYD SMITH 


In the accurate and entertaining style which charac- 
terizes the Farm and Seashore Books, this new volume 
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np 


The leadi incidents and matter are illustrated in a 
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A Book of Fairy-Tale Bears 
By CLIFTON JOHNSON 


This collection of 

about twenty of the best 

fairy stories about bears 

has been gathered from | 

the fork-lore of all na- 

tions. The stories will 

be most interesting to 

children from five to 

twelve years old, but to & 

all who are interested in 

fairy tales or folk-lore 

this method of present- 

ing familiar fairy stories 

should have special ap- 

peal. The colored illus- 

trations are decorative and striking. 
Illustrated. r16mo,'75 cents net. Postage 9 cents. 


The House with the Silver Door 
By EVA MARCH TAPPAN 


Three original fairy 
stories, ‘‘ The House with 
the Silver Door,” “ King 
Hansel the First,” and 
“ The Star Princess,” told 
in Miss Tappan’s natural 
and excellent way. Cap- 
tivating illustrations by 
Emily Hall Chamberlain, 
who made the pictures for 
Mrs. Burnham’s “ Flutter- 
fly,’ and a decorative 
cover and jacket increase 
its attraction for children. 
Illustrated. Square 12mo, 
$7.00 met. Postage r2 cents. 


The Young Sharpshooter 
By EVERETT T. TOMLINSON 


This new book by .Mr. Tomlinson is a 
story of the Peninsular Campaign of 1862 
under McClellan. Mr. Tomlinson handles 
his incidents with ingenuity and skill, and 
has produced a story that is no less thrill- 
ing than his earlier books. 

Lllustrated. Crown 8vo, $1.50. 


A Scout of To-Day 
By ISABEL HORNIBROOK 


This story tells howa 
group of boys join a Boy 
Scout organization and 
have interesting and ex- 
citing adventures in the 
woods and along the 
shores of New England. 

With illustrations and a 
colored Srontispres e. Crown 
Svo, $1.00 net. Postage I2 
cents. 


The Boy Editor 
By WINIFRED KIRKLAND 


In this story of school life the “boy 
editor’’ is an ambitious student who lives 
entirely in his books. A serious mistake 
which he makes wakes him to a sense of 
realities and he sets out to accomplish some- 
thing really useful. 

Illustrated. r12mo, $1.00 net. Postage ro cents. 


The Quest of the Fish-Dog Skin 


By JAMES WILLARD SCHULTZ 
Author of “‘ With the Indians in the Rockies.” 


Another story of Pit- 
amakan, the Blackfoot, 
and Tom Fox, his white 
friend. The quest takes 
them over 700 miles 
of the wild unsettled 
West. We do not know 
of any other author who 
can write of the old 
Indian days and scenes 
as Mr. Schultz writes 
of them. es 
Lilustrated. Crown 8vo, $1.25 net. Postage 12 cents. 


Wonderful Escapes by Americans 
By WILLIAM STONE BOOTH 


Episodes from Indian times down through the 
Revolutionary and Civil Wars to the present day. 
They are exciting reading, instructive and inspiring, 
and show the variety of adventure experienced by 
Americans in peace and war during the period of 
the development of the country. 

Illustrated. Octavo, $2.00 net. Postage extra. 


Midshipman Days 


By ROGER WEST 


A story of Annapolis and of 
two young midshipmen who 
make a cruise to the Mediter- 
ranean, and when the Spanish 
War breaks out see real serv- 
ice in Cuban waters. 


Lilustrated. r2mo, $1.00 net. 
Postage extra. 


The Man with 
the Iron Hand 


By JOHN C. PARISH 


First of a Series of Tales of the 
Great Valley, edited by B. F. 
SHAMBAUGH 


This story deals with the 
life and adventures of Henri 
de Tonty, the man with the 
iron hand, and incidentally 
with Marquette, Joliet, La 
Salle, and other well-known 
historical figures. It is not 
so much a story based upon 
history as real history told 
with imaginative vividness, 

Illustrated. Crown 8vo, 
$7.25 net. Postage extra. 


The Orange Tree Series 


The books listed below are volumes in an unusually 
attractive series for children which we import from Lon- 


don. They are printed in clear, good-sized type on an ex- 
cellent quality of paper, and are well bound. 


Illustrated... Square crown 8vo, each 50 cents net. Postage 7 cents. 


By NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE 
The Three Golden Apples 


The story of the search of Hercules for the Garden of the Hesper- 
ides 


The Paradise of Children 


Once familiar with this most charming version of Pandora’s Box, 
a child never forgets either the story or its significance. 


By CHARLES DICKENS 
The Story of Richard Doubledick 


Richard Doubledick is a wild boy who alters his conduct and wins 
an honorable name in the English army. 


The Trial of William Tinkling 


One of the funniest and most noted of make-believe trials. 


Captain Boldheart 


Another of Dickens’s delicious burlesques, with children as the 
characters. 
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The Marine Jisastér 


Wuen the sky is fair, and the west wind blows, 
To sea bold Captain Roundy goes, 
With a crew of nautical Be-Ba-Boes — 
Cook, Bosun’s Mate, and Splicer; 
They heave and haul on the main bobstay, 
And sing “Yo-ho!” in the regular way, 
Till the Captain shouts, “Avast! Belay!” 
When they all respond, “Aye, aye, sir!” 


pao | 
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Now, the cruise which this is all about, 

Would have been a success, without a doubt, 

If it had n’t occurred that the wind died out 
When it should have been a-blowing; 

So the Captain said: “It is manifest 

That we must have wind, and I now suggest 

That we whistle a breeze from our favorite west, 


9° 


Which will take us where we ’re going! 


So the Captain, Mate, and the Cook, and Crew, 
All puckered their lips, and blew and blew 
A Whistle-the-Wind that every one knew, 

With effect that was most impressive; 
For a furious gale forthwith arose 
From the east, where the west wind seldom blows, 
Which annoyed the nautical Be-Ba-Boes, 

Who considered this wind excessive. 
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Then the Captain issued a general call: 
«Lay aft! my hearties, one and all! 
For this is a most uncommon squall, 
And arouses trepidation. 
We whistled it ~, which I don’t gainsay, 
But there certainly must be a feasible way 
To whistle it down with as little delay — 
That ’s worth consideration!” 


Then up spoke a talented Be-Ba-Bo: 
«There are several things 1 happen to know, 
Which I will briefly impart, although 
This is no time to lecture; 
We whistled a tune from beginning to end 
To raise this wind, and I recommend 


That we whistle it dachward—the weather will 


mend, 


At least, that’s my conjecture.” 
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So Captain Roundy, the Cook and Crew, 
The Bosun’s Mate, and the Splicer, too, 
They puckered their lips, and blew and blew, 
But they never did get through it. 
If you’ve ever tried, you will comprehend 
With what one always must contend 
Who starts a tune at the farther end — 
I would n’t ¢ry to do it! 


Of course the ship directly sank; 

But the Be-Ba-Boes each got a plank, 

And they have their lucky stars to thank 
For saving circumstances. 

And every man, when he got to town, 

Took a course from a teacher of renown 

In whistling backward and upside down, 
For they ’re taking no more chances. 
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‘The Weather Man 


Ar the principal town of the Be-Ba-Boes, 
In the heart of an oblong square, 
Was a tower so high 
That it scraped the sky, 
And the Weather Man — he lived there. 
With a chart and a map and an average-sheet, 
He would figure the whole day long; 
And he worked with a will 
At his forecast, till 


He was sure he had got it wrong. 


29 


| Dallads-of-the-Be-BRa-Boes 


Though his forecasts were of the usual kind, 
I am bound by the truth to say: 
He could tell to a dot, 
Just as easily as not, 
What the weather was yesterday. 
So the Be-Ba-Boes let it go at that, 
For they said: “« When you come to compare, 
Though a National Pest, 
He ’s as good as the rest 
Of the Weather Men everywhere!” 


Well, it came about that the Be-Ba-Boes 
Made plans for a gala-day; 
A grand affair 
In the open air— 
For the time was the month of May. 
A May-pole dance and a merry-go-round 
And a slippery pig to catch; 
And to end the day 
In the regular way 
With a general rolling-match. 
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So the weather, of course you can easily see, 

Was the universal theme; 
And at last they hit, 
With their usual wit, 

On a really wonderful scheme. 

«We ‘Il wait till the Weather Man hoists his flags 

For rain and probably snow, 

For we know,” said they, 
«When he bids us szay, 

It is perfectly safe to go/” 


But the Weather Man sat in his lofty tower, 

And he said to himself that night: 

“ Now, for ever so long 
I have prophesied wrong — 

So, for once, I will prophesy right! 
I know, for a fact, it will certainly rain, 

Just as sure as to-morrow shall dawn”; 
So he sent out word, 


Which the public heard 


And privately laughed to scorn! 
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Now, of course you see how it all came out, 
For the sports were held next day. 
It rained and it blew, 
And they got wet through, 
And the band refused to play! 
The slippery pig slipped home forthwith, 
The merry-go-round was sad, 
And the rolling-race 
Never did take place, 


For the rolling was very bad! 
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Then the Be-Ba-Boes, who were quite annoyed, 
Convened in a public hall, 
And resolved to ban 
That Weather Man, 
And to have no weather at all. 
So they served him a writ that was very strong, 
And he left on the following day ; 
And now, I’m afraid, 
He is plying his trade 
At Washington, U. S. A.! 
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The Spring-leg Cassowary 


Tue Be-Ba-Boes, as perhaps you knew 
Before I began my story, 

Maintain a regular public Zoo, 

With elephants, elk, and eagles, too, 
And specimens piscatory. 

(It may be news, but the regular zoos 
Have specimens piscatory.) 


But the one rare bird which they could n’t find 
To complete their aviary, 

Was a tropical one of a curious kind, 

A sort of a bird and a freak combined — 
The Spring-leg Cassowary. 

(Of course youve heard of that struthious bird, 
The Spring-leg Cassowary.) 


He’s a harmless bird, but extremely shy,— 
For difhdence you can’t match him ; 
For he jumps in the air if you come too nigh, 
And with springs in his legs, he can jump so high, 
It is very hard work to catch him. 
(To spring with a spring is the easiest thing ! 
And so it is hard to catch him.) 
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But one fine day when the Be-Ba-Boes 
Were out on an expedition, 
From a neighboring field where the long grass grows, 
A Spring-leg Cassowary rose — 
An alarming apparition | 
(Imagine, do, 
The case if you 


Were to meet such an apparition !) 


But the Be-Ba-Boes, with a presence of mind 
That was really exem-p/2-ry, 
To betray the slightest fear declined, 
For they meant somehow to catch and bind 
That Spring-leg Cassowary. 
(A laudable aim, 
To catch and tame 


A Spring-leg Cassowary. ) 
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So they said to the bird: “It is often claimed 
By those who know about it, 
That for lofty jumps you are justly famed ; 
But until that’s proved, we can’t be blamed 
If we beg leave to doubt it!” 
(You see, they tried 
To sting his pride 
By begging leave to doubt it.) 


Well, sure enough he was quite distressed 
Of his fame to be detrauded, 
And began to jump like a bird possessed, 
Right up in the air as per request, 
While the Be-Ba-Boes applauded. 
(Their plan was deep, 
For of course he ’d leap 


As long as they applauded.) 
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This loud applause was a joy to the ear, 
And the bird worked hard to win it; 
But he put such a strain on his jumping gear, 
That at last, as perhaps you ‘Il regret to hear, 
There was n’t a jump left in it! 
(With a spring, you must guard 
Against working it hard, 
Or there won’t be a jump left in it.) 


So the bird their lawful prey became 
As a natural corollary ; 
To the Zoo he was led with great acclaim — 
And that’s one way to catch and tame 
A Spring-leg Cassowary. 
(And you cannot pose 
The Be-Ba-Boes 
With a Spring-leg Cassowary.) 
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The Military Band 


Amonc the Be-Ba-Boes whose fame 
Has traveled wide and far, 
Drum-Major Roland Roly 
Was a celebrated star. 
He had studied his profession 
With a master of the Art, 
And of all the known drum-majors, 
He was quite a thing apart. 


He wore a bearskin busby, 

Had a baton made of gold, 
Which he twirled in such a manner, 
’T was bewild’ring to behold. 
He marched upon the Esplanade 
Like troops engaged in drill, 

And there he gave a daily 
Exhibition of his skill. 
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But still he was n’t happy, 
For he wanted to expand 
And be the real drum-major 
Of a Military Band. 
So he called his friends together 
And procured for each a suit, 
Together with a book which read: 


“ Instructions How to Toot.” 


For forty weeks they practised, 
Rarely stopping for a rest, 
And ev'ry Be-Ba-Bo rehearsed 

The tune that he liked best. 
While standing on a barrel, 
With his baton in his hand, 
Drum-Major Roland Roly 
Led his Military Band. 


At last they felt quite qualified 

To give a grand parade, 
And show the latest manner 

In which music should be played. 
The public came by thousands, 

(For, of course, the show was free, ) 
And they never heard such music, 

As I think you will agree. 
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For one played “Annie Laurie,” 
And another “Bonnie Doon,” 

And one played “Turkey in the Straw”’ 
Upon the big bassoon; 

Another one played “Money Musk,” 
And one “The Last Request.” 

In fact, each played, as he’d rehearsed, 


The tune that he liked best. 


Now, all that vast assembly, 
From the wisest to the dunce, 
Had never heard a band that played 
So many tunes at once. 
They cheered and loudly shouted 
Till they shook the list’ning earth, 
Because they felt that they, at last, 
Had got their money’s worth. 
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And still the Band marched on, with each, 
Oblivious of the rest, 
Performing on his own account 
The tune that he liked best. 
And now upon the scroll of Fame 
These names forever stand: 
Drum-Mayor Roland Roly 
And his Military Band. 
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‘The Society Circus 


In a social way, I am proud to say 
That the Be-Ba-Boes are extremely gay, 

And they all peruse 

The society news 

With a view to emulation ; 

So, when they saw on the printed page: 
“Society Circuses All the Rage!” 
They said: «That’s new; 
We will have one, too, 


And create a grand sensation!”’ 


So they forthwith went and secured a tent 
That was large enough for the great event; 
And they made a ring 
That was just the thing 
To show a horse’s action. 
The trapeze hung at a giddy height, 
The jumping-board was pronounced just right, 
And they had a stand 
Where the Famous Band 
Would be a chief attraction. 
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For the beasts, they drew on the regular Zoo, 
As all the amateur circuses do, 
(And of course you know 
There are some who go 
For the animals that they see there). 
And most extensive plans were made 
For pop-corn, peanuts, and lemonade, 


For, lacking those 


At circus shows, 
You might as well not de there. 


To conduct the show, (with the whip, you know,) 
They chose the Talented Be-Ba-Bo, 

And they searched the town 

For a competent clown, 

Though later they came to rue it. 

For an acrobat they were quite at sea, 
Till Peter Poly claimed that he 

Performed with ease 

On the Flying Trapeze ; 


So they said: “ Let’s see him do it.”’ 
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Well, it turned out right, for the day was bright, 
And the Big Parade was a beautiful sight. 

They had a gnu 

And a kangaroo 

And the Spring-leg Cassowary ; 

There were chariots, each with a charioteer, 
While a steam piano in the rear 

Played music which 

Was off the pitch, 


For that is customary. 


The scene was gay in the tent that day 

When the company came— in the Grande Entrée! 
The walrus snored 
And the lions roared — 

You’d have thought they were surely fighting; 
While the Band, in uniforms green and pink, 
Went b00m-xing-a-xing-boom — pillie-willie-wink | 

The horses pranced . 
And the elephant danced — 

It certainly was exciting! 
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But the rest of the show——it was rather below 


The average mark, as circuses go; 
For the clown just cried 
Whenever he tried 
To be funny; they should n’t have let him. 
And as for the widely boasted ease 


Of Peter’s act on the high trapeze 
He hung in the air 
In a state of despair, 


And they had to go up and get him! 


But they luckily planned for a concert grand 
At the close of the show, by the Famous Band: 
And those who remained 
Were entertained 
By popular songs and dances. 
As a charity thing, there was no expense, 
And the net receipts they were quite immense; 
And the money goes 
To Be-Ba-Boes 
In straitened circumstances. 
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The fourth of July Regatta 


THE one great day that the Be-Ba-Bo 
Holds high in his estimation, 

Is the Glorious Fourth, with the torpedo, 

The squib to light, and the horn to blow, 


In the annual celebration. 


Well, the Fourth which I have now in mind 
Was a rather strenuous matter, 
For the Sports Committee was forced to find 
Some big event of a novel kind; 
And they hit on a Grand Regatta. 


They had two excellent rowing crews, 
I’ve heard, though I never have seen them, 
So nearly alike it was hard to choose: 
The «Resolute Reds” and the “Baby Blues”’ 
But only one boat between them! 
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Yet, nevertheless, 1t was carried by vote 
To engage in the competition; 
For they all declared it was worthy of note 
That to race two crews in the very same boat 
Was a singular exhibition. 


Well, the hour arrived, and the crowd did, too, — 
They are all quite fond of racing; 

Each end of the boat had a dauntless crew, 

The front being held-by the Baby Blue, 
Which the Resolute Red sat facing. 


When the pistol popped, ’t was a glorious sight, 
For they all got away together ; 

Their form was unimpeachable, quite, 

For though they pulled with a terrible might, 
They never forgot to feather. 
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Now the Blues were rowing, of course, one way, 
And the Reds in the other direction; 

And the Be-Ba-Boes, I will venture to say, 

Had quite the most sensational day 
Within their recollection. 


For the Resolute Reds appeared at first 
Advantage to be gaining, 

When the Blues made a very spectacular burst, 

And the case was forthwith quite reversed — 


T was remarkably entertaining! 


Well, it finally came to a tug of war, 
And neither crew could mend it; 

When all of a sudden the people saw 

That in case it continued to be a draw, 


There would be no way to end it! 
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For, of course, the Reds, you understand, 
Were the kind that yielded never; 

It was equally true, on the other hand, 

That the Baby Blues — intrepid band!— 
Would keep right on forever. 


The committee looked extremely blank, 
Their prestige much diminished; 

When suddenly both crews gave a yank — 

The boat just parted in two—and sank! — 
And the famous race was finished ! 


But the Be-Ba-Boes to a man agree, 
And they could n’t say it flatter, 
That in future they ’d prefer to see 
Decidedly less of zove/ty — 
And rather more regatta! 
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The Annual Fishing Match 


In August, if you should be found 
Among the Be-Ba-Boes, 

You ’l] witness that event renown’d: 
The Annual Trip to the Fishing-ground, 
Which all attend for miles around, 

As I shall now disclose. 


Bold Captain Roundy has command, 
And, assisted by his crew, 

He sails them out of sight of land, 

While Roland Roly’s Famous Band 

Plays « Now, Farewell My Native Strand”’ 
And «Life on the Ocean Blue.” 


A silver cup is made the prize 
To the winner of the match; 
So every anxious angler tries, 
With minnow, worms, and patent flies, 
And other things, to get a rise 
And land the biggest catch. 


Wel 


Ballads-of-the-Be-Ra-Boes 


Now Richard Rollick was a lad 

Who studied fishing lore; 
The information that he had 
Concerning haddock, hake, and shad, 
Was quite immense; and, I may add, 


Was never known before. 


So on their latest trip he went, 
With hope and courage up; 

His pocket-money he had spent 

On tackle which was plainly meant 

All kinds of fish to circumvent, 


And so secure the cup. 


That day the luck was simply great 
For all—excepting one; 

The fish would not, I grieve to state, 

So much as /o4 at Richard’s bait, 

Save one quite unattractive skate — 
And that was worse than none. 
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The others wielded line and rod 
And pulled up fish galore! 
The deep-sea salmon, smelt, and cod, 
The mackerel, and perch, and scrod, 
And fish with names distinctly odd, 
And mullet by the score. 


Till suddenly it came about 
The bites began to fail; 
When Richard Rollick gave a shout, 
Reeled in his line, and hauled right out 
A catch which proved beyond a doubt 
To be an Arctic Whale! 


That Richard’s skill had won the prize 
Seemed plain as one could wish; 

Till Captain Roundy, bold and wise, 

Remarked: “This beats em all in size, 

But there ’s one fact we can't disguise: 
A whale is oz a fish! 


has 


om . Sisecok. oe 
somes 
oh bse ad 


SSeewalMRN esa ty 


aoe 2 


ptte this tale, 


Aye here's apictute 
f the \Yhale. 


Dallads-of-the-Re-Ba-Boes 


“The rules for ‘largest fish’ decree, 
So Richard does n’t win.” 
But Richard said, «If you ‘ll agree 
This whale shall now dissected be, 
For on his back this sign we see, 


Which reads: /uguire Within!’ 


And there they found what Richard sought, 
A shark three feet by nine; 
And their investigation taught, 
When to the light the fish was brought, 
That shark had certainly been caught 
By Richard’s hook and line. 


So Richard won the trophy rare, 
And bore it home with pride; 

And when he tells of this affair 

At dinner-parties anywhere, 

He ends by saying, with an air: 
“Tt pays to look inside.” 
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The Agricultural Fair 


Wuen the time comes round for Cattle-Shows — 
In the fall, as you’re aware— 

When the harvest season nears its close, 

The great event of the Be-Ba-Boes 

(Who cultivate everything that grows,) 
Is the Agricultural Fair. 


But the Be-Ba-Boes, at this annual meet, 
Have a system all their own: 
Instead of a prize for the largest wheat, 
The largest corn, and the largest beet, 
They urge all farmers to compete 
With the /Az¢/est ever grown. 


The particular fair we now review, 
I never shall quite forget; 
Such tiny turnips never grew; 
Such serubb/ey squash you never knew — 
Of small things I have seen a few, 
But these were the smallest yet’ 
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The live-stock, too; it was properly fat, 


But the breed was extremely rare; 
For the winning sheep was the size of a rat, 
The pig was a pigmy—small at that, 
And the yearling calf you could put in your hat 


And never know he was there. 


The principal prize for the Gardening trade 
Was a glittering Bag of Gold, 

For the smallest Pumplekin there displayed; 

And, of course, the deepest plans were laid 

By all who owned a garden spade, 


That dazzling prize to hold. 


That you have anywhere ever seen 
Such Pumplekins, I deny. 
In sizes ranging all between 
A bantam’s egg and a butter-bean — 
’T would take nine hundred and seventeen 


To make a Pumplekin-pie! 
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Now, Benjamin Bobster stood alone 

By the side of a gorgeous sign 
Which plainly read: “Right Here is Shown 
The Littlest Pumplekin Ever Grown” ; 
And Benjie claimed, in a truculent tone, 


« That prize is certainly mine!” 


When the judges came to the Pumplekin Class, 
They examined his claim with care; 

They all looked hard with a powerful glass 

To see wherein this might surpass 

All other Pumplekins; but, alas! 
They could n’t see anything there. 


And so they cried: “What does this mean? 
Here ’s nothing——great or small.” 
But Benjie said with an air serene, 
“It’s there 


and it takes the prize, I ween; 
It must be smaller than any you ve seen— 
For you can’t see mine at all!” 
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'T was a logical view and bound to tell 
The judges they hemmed and hawed. 
They said, “Mm-mm!” and they said, «Well, well! 
This case had never a parallel; 
But since he loudly claims to excel, 


The prize we ll have to award.” 


So they said to him: “We are glad to show 
Esteem for the Gardener bold; 

To you this useful Bag must go— 

There is nothing in it, because, you know, 

For Invisible Pumplekins we bestow 


A bag of Invisible Gold!” 


Poor Benjie quailed —could n’t utter a sound, 
For that was the bitterest blow. 
And I’ve often thought, going over the ground, 
If they had looked harder, they might have found 
That Littlest Pumplekin somewhere round — 
It may have been there, you know. 
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‘The Unsuspected Talent 


Tue Be-Ba-Boes, from the very start, 
Were always fond of the Musical Art; 
Their Orpheus Club 
Is the regular Hub 
Of all things operatic. 
And once a week, on a Tuesday night, 
They practise singing parts at sight, 
With shakes and trills 
And similar frills, 
As well as scales chromatic. 


At last there came such a wide demand 
For a public show, that the same was planned, 
In Harmony Hall, 
With the singers all 
Conducted by Herr Roly; 
But every one was ost surprised 
To find that they had advertised 
As solo star— 
Par-tic-u-lar, 


ie Professor Peter Poly!” 
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To all this seemed a singular thing, 
For nobody ever had heard him sing; 
But Peter said: 
“Upon that head 
I claim, and you can’t deny it, 
That, though I never have vocalized, 
And my skill is only to be surmised, 
We never will know 
How far I'll go, 
Till I get a chance to try it!” 


Well, the evening came, and despite the fact 
That they had to pay, the hall was packed; 
Which goes to show 
That a Be-Ba-Bo 
Can appreciate the Muses. 
The choral club on the platform sat, 
And Roland, proud in his bearskin hat, 
Was a sight to see, 
For he can be 


Quite dashing when he chooses! 
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The programme called for an English Glee 
Performed by all, in the key of G, 
A gay duet, 
A grand sextet, 
And a rather gloomy trio; 
And then the thrilling moment came: 
Professor Peter Poly’s name, 
Announcing how: 
“He'll oblige us now 
With ‘Rolling Down to Rio!’” 


Most likely you will all infer 
That Peter failed, wherein you err; 
[ am bound to say 
That he carried away 
His hearers—— few can do so; 
His voice soared high, and it rumbled low, 
Piano and Forttssimo;: 
The people stared — 
And then declared: 
«“He’s better than Caruso!” 
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Not only did he sing his song 
In jovial voice, immensely strong, 

But he acted, too, 

In a way which grew 

Each moment more controlling; 

For he rolled right down the center aisle, 
And so contagious was his style, 

That great and small, 


Old folks and all, 


Could zoz retrain trom rolling! 


The grand début was successful, quite, 
For they kept him singing all that night, 
And the following day 
He sailed away, 
And made his fortune by it. 
And if Be-Ba-Boes are asked to sing, 
Or dance a jig, or some such thing, 
They zow say: “Well, 
You never can tell 


Till we ’ve had a chance to try te 
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‘The Christmas Tree 


On Christmas night, there is great delight 
In the land of the Be-Ba-Bo. 

Each house has a window shining bright 
With the Bayberry candle glow; 

And it’s really quite a remarkable sight 


To see such a luminous show. 


Of course the space by the chimney-place 
On a Christmas eve is bare, 

And of stockings there is never a trace — 
But the Be-Ba-Boes don’t care. 

(Tho’ that’s the case, it is no disgrace, 
For they have no stockings there.) 
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But the Christmas tree, you can easily see, 


Is a treat for the great and small; 

It’s of such a size that it has to be 
Displayed in the Public Hall! 

And of course it’s free, for to charge a fee 
Would certainly spoil it all. 


And to quite complete this exceptional treat, 
There comes a convenient pause, 

When down the flue, in a costume neat, 
Comes a regular Santa Claus! 

In spite of the heat he performs this feat 


With the usual great applause. 


Now, the Christmas night of which I write, 
No Santa Claus appeared ; 

And at this mysterious oversight 
The populace loudly jeered. 

And this seemed quite a serious plight — 
When somebody volunteered. 
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Tho’ it’s plain to see that he has to be 
Of a rather limited size, 
Bold Captain Roundy claimed that he 


Could manage the enterprise. 


(1 think with me you will all agree 
It was certainly most unwise.) 


But he soon withdrew from the public view 
And assumed his masquerade, 

For his was a heart that never knew 
What it was to be afraid. 

But alas! ’t is true that the chimney flue 
For the Captain never was made. 


The accounts all say that he stuck half-way 
And emitted a nautical shout: 
«Avast! Heave-ho! Hard-a-port! Belay! 
Stand by for to haul me out!” 
(For it does n’t pay in a flue to stay 
If you happen to be quite stout.) 


And his resolute crew, who were all true-blue, 
Advanced at his wild command. 
They saw at a glance that the thing to do 
Was to haul him right out by hand. 
It was hard work, too, for he stuck like glue, 
As you'll readily understand. 
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So they persevered, and they engineered, 
And pulled with might and main, 

And as the chimney-top was neared, 
They sang a chanty strain. 

The people cheered when his head appeared, 
And the band played “Home Again!” 


But don’t suppose that the Be-Ba-Boes 
Gave up their annual tree; 

They have it still—_but the Captain goes 
Straight out to the open sea. 

For he says he knows, tho’ the wild wind blows, 


It’s the safest place to be. 


This is the end; and I’ll tell you why: 
The year draws to its close; 
The time has come to say good-by 
To all the Be-Ba-Boes. 
But if you’re passing, by the way, 
Shop-windows where they show them, 
I hope you’ll stop a bit to say, 
«I’m rather glad I know them.” 
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